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48.0 .Lexington Ave. , New York 17, N. Y. 

Please rush me, post paid, the-following merchandise: 
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Bust Measures_In. Waist Measures_In. 

I have Enclosed $_G Cash G Check □ Money Order 

NAME . 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 


CK-r PIGALLE 

Authentic French 
half bra for thot 


CK-R MONTMARTRE 
•lock sotin garter belt 
made with six garters 
especially FOR OPERA 
LENGTH HOSE 
Waist sizes 22 to 
•lack only. $4.98 


CKO 2 NO MYSTERY 
Everyone hat a favorite 
. . this is sure to be 
hersl Nylon Lace slit side 
panties in all Black, or 
Flamingo Red with Black 
Lace. Waist sizes 22 to 
30. $3.9* 


CK-1 HAiTMMA... 

scoops down and 
down. Finest 100% 
nylon lace. Black or 
red with block lace. 
Sizes 32 to 38. 

Un 

CK-2 MY SECRET 
. . . frilly nylon ond 
loco briefs in black, 
white or red with 
block lace. Sizes 22 
to 30 $3.98 


CK-13 - GLAMOR 

GLOVES - (Shoulder 
length) An eiquisite 
mesh accessory 
One length (its all 
sizes Boudoir Black 
only $2.98 a pair. 


CK-9 SLACK DIAMOND 
OPERA-LENGTH NYLON 
HOSE 

Full-foshioned, 34 gouge, 
15-denier. Hi-twist fin¬ 
ish. In slimming block 
only. Sizes 8V* to 11- 

$5.98 


CK-5 MOULIN 

. . . nylon loce 
half bro with 


trim. Black only. 
Sizes 32 to 38 

$5.98 


CK-6 CHERIE 

French cut. nylon 
loce ponties with 
rhinestones ond 
mother-of-peorl appli¬ 
que. Block or red with 
block loce. Sizes 22 to 
30 $3.98 


french loop 


















WOLF BAIT 



DEDICATED TO AND PREDICATED UPON THE PRINCIPLE THAT 
WOLVES ARE PEACE LOVING ANIMALS 


PUBLISHED BY ZEE ZEE AT 116 ST. MARKS 
PLACE, DEPT. 5, NEW YORK, N.Y. 
COPYRIGHT 1959. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


















































JUST FOR THE RECORD 
By A1 Hazan 


Now let’s get one thing straight. 1 don’t think I’m the 
greatest lover in the world. But on the other hand, I can 
truthfully state this one fact. Every woman I’ve ever wanted 
.. . I’ve had. One way or another .. . whether it took five 
minutes or five months, I had her. There isn’t a blemish on 
my record and there isn’t going to be ... no matter what. 
It’s the one thing, in my life, that I can point to with un¬ 
ashamed pride. My perfect record. 

It hasn’t been easy. Every once in a while a girl will 
come into the life of a guy like me and try to ruin him. Try 
to take away the one thing he’s spent years to create. It 
hasn’t been easy . .. keeping the record clean. I’ve had to 
go to great extremes to protect it. But I’ve always found a 
way . . . always. 

Shiela is trying to ruin me. But I’m not going to let her. 
She thinks she’s outsmarted me. But she doesn’t know I 
followed her home last night. And now I know what I have 
to do ... there’s no other way. I’ve been thinking about it 
ever since. 

It was one of those nights when I felt the need for some¬ 
thing different, something new, someone to put a little 
spice in my salad. I decided to leave the phone book in my 
wallet and see what the evening had to offer on its own. 

After kickin’ around for a couple of hours, I finally fell 
into the ’’Blue Note”, a cozy little bar just outside of 
town. It felt good just to relax with a Collins, and dig the 
cool sounds this cat was putting down with his sax. 1 was 
just getting ready to resign myself to the idea that the 
evening was going to be a bust when Shiela walked in. 

Now let’s understand this right now, I have known many 
a pretty girl, and as far as beauty goes there is nothing a 
girl could have physically that could ever really effect me. 
But there was something inside of this girl, oozing out of 
every pore of her body, that told me I’d found the spice I 
needed. 


She sat at the far end of the bar and ordered a drink, I 
watched the eyes of every buy in the place as they un¬ 
dressed her, bit by bit, fondled every inch of her, and spent 
the rest of the evening making love to her, all within a mat¬ 
ter of seconds. As far as 1 was concerned, I would almost 
have preferred she weren’t quite so gorgeous. What 1 was 
interested in was the promise of that certain something, 
stirring quietly within her. 

I decided to sit back and watch the scramble the other 
studs were bound to submit her to, and move in when I 
figured the situation was ripe. One by one they made their 
pitch and fell to the wayside. I was taking a chance by 
sitting around, but figured it’d be worth it if none of the 
others had what she was looking for. What I was trying to 
figure out was, what the hell was she looking for. Finally, 
I walked up to her. 

"Hello,” I said. 

"Well, that’s original,” she answered, obviously a little 
tired of it all. 

"Listen, baby,” I said, "I’ll come right to the point. 
I’ve been sitting and watching you pick ’em up and lay ’em 
aside like the hungry jerks they are, and I decided before I 
kick off I’d like to meet at least one girl with a little dis¬ 
crimination. That’s the reason I’m here and no other. If you 
want me to shove, say so.” No comment. I’d established my 
beachhead. 

We sat therein silence for a few moments, and I decided 
to study my prospective prize before going any further. I’m 
not going to go into a detailed discription of her physical 
attributes because you’ve probably heard it a hundred other 
times. Just to give you a general idea, tho, I figured the 
measurements about 38-24-36. She was neatly packaged in 
a red velvet dress that ended just above the swell of her 
breasts. Her face was the kind that if you saw it on a movie 
screen you’d get real sentimental probably about some girl 
you were temporarily in love with at one time or another. 
She was sweet and innocent looking and would have brought 
out the fatherly instinct in me, if it weren’t for the eyes. 
That’s what threw the whole picture out of focus. Those 
eyes, burning with a hot desire for something ... but what? 
If I could only figure what she wanted. I could work from 
there. 


Her eyes turned up to mine and I felt a weird emotion 
begin in the pit of my stomach, like a swarm of butterflies 
trapped in an automatic washer. I tried to look at her in a 
way that she might see a resemblance of what she was 
looking for. I think 1 got thru to her, because there was the 
indication of a smile on her mouth as she went back to her 
drink. 

I proceeded with the next step. 

"I went out alone tonight trying to find something 
special. I think you’re it. I don’t know what you’re doing 
here alone and care less. If you want to make it together, 
let’s get the hell out of here. If not, I won’t take up any 
more of your time.” 

Her look was one of slight astonishment. She quickly 
recovered. 

"What took you so long to ask?” 

I’d taken a chance and made it. I felt secure and glad I 
was young and alive. 

My apartment was cold, so I lit the gas heater before 
going to the kitchen for the booze. Meantime she had set 
some jazz on the hi fi. The sounds of Brubeck offered a 
nice setting for what I assumed must inevitably happen. 
It always does with me. I still couldn’t figure what was in 
back of those eyes. I only know I wanted this girl, and if 
I didn’t have what she was looking for I’d find a way to get 
it. 

I handed her the drinks and relaxed on my bed—it was 
always kept down out of the wall. She handed mine back 
and we listened for a while. 

I almost envied her glass as she raised it to her mouth. 
I wanted to be the liquid she was sending down her lovely 
throat ... just to see what made her tick. 

I put my drink aside, took hold of her arm and pulled her 
down against my mouth. There was a sudden hot sting on 
my lower lip and a trickle of blood ran down the side of my 
chin. She got up smiling, waiting to see what I might do. 
I did nothing. 

Her hand reached for the zipper at the back of her dress. 
She lowered it just far enough so her breasts could find the 
freedom they seemed to have been pressing for all night. 
The feeling in my stomach grew stronger. I could hear the 
zipper lower. The dress fell lazily to the floor. 


She spun around and landed on the bed, as I went for 
her. 

"Come and get me," she said. 

I came, fast and hard, and just as fast and hard her foot 
came into the side of my ribs. I reeled off the bed. There 
was a hard thud at the base of my skull. 

The crashing sound of the door brought me to my senses. 
The bump she left me was swelling like a melon, but the 
real pain was the thought that this was happening to me. 
No doll has ever put me down before and gotten away with 
it. It wasn’t going to happen now. I stumbled out of the room, 
after her. 

I knew I would have to have her. It was a matter of prin¬ 
ciple, for the sake of the record ... I would have her, at 
any cost. 

She lived in one of the new pads right off the main drag. 
The door to apartment nine was just closing as I turned 
into the hallway. I felt like crashing my way in, after her. 
But as I approached, the sound of her voice and the laughter 
of another girl made me hesitate. I listened ... 

"I really found one tonight, Pat. He really thought he 
had what it takes." She was laughing too, as she spoke. 

"You should have seen the look on his face when I 
kicked him off the bed. You’d have cracked up, it was that 
funny." 

Every muscle in my body twitched with anger. But I had 
to keep cool ... the record was at stake. If I only had a 
clue. Something to go by. My mind was aching with a de¬ 
sire to hear something, anything, that might be of value. 

Finally I heard it. 

"Let’s go to bed Pat, darling ... I feel the need for 
some real love." 

It hit me like a locomotive. I knew what had to be done. 
My heart was beating with the excitement of relief. The 
record was going to stay perfect after all. There’s always 
a way. There always was and there always will be. And to 
get Shiela this is the only way. 

Now that you know the whole story, doctor, can we pro¬ 
ceed with the operation? 


The End 



SONIA 

The Sultry Sophisticate 







Fifteen year old Sammy came running out of 
a burlesque show where he had just seen a 
stripper in action. 

“Why are you in such a hurry?”, asked the 
Manager. 

The young man skidded to a stop and replied 
excitedly—“My mother told me that if I ever 
looked at anything bad I would turn to stone— 
and I’ve started!” 




































































He: “Do you dance?” 
She : “I love to.” 

He: “Then let’s love.” 


A rash girl 
to drive 
with him! 

Every time lovely singer 
Peggy King went driving 
with her hubby she broke out 
into an ugly red rash. She 
spent a fortune on ointments 
and injections but nothing 
seemed to work. 

If hubby speeded up to 
overtake a middle of the road 
crawler the rash became even 
more violent — a furiously 
itching scarlet blotch all over 
her body and arms. 

At last Peggy could stand 
it no longer, and sued for 
divorce. A Californian Judge 
ruled that the itches were 
“mental cruelty” and Peggy 
was free. 






ZEE ZEE MARTINE 


A young couple began married life with twin 
beds. One of the homey touches that the bride 
thought of was a pretty little plaque with the 
inscription: “I need thee every hour”, which she 
hung over her bed. 

A week later the husband had acquired a 
plaque of his own, which he hung over his bed. 
It read “God give me strength.” 






When it comet to curling up on 
a cushion, lovely Lito Molin con 
accomplish it with cot-like grace. 
We almost feet like purring. 












GAVE THEIR 
HUSBANDS 
230 YEARS 






UUHY people raise 
” their eyebrows at 
the marriage of oldsters 
like Pablo Casals (81) 
and Charies Chaplin (68) 
to yoang and Mooadng 
brides, has got me 
beaten. 


They even lifted their hands 
in horror last month when Bing 
Crosby (53), married lovely 
Kathy Grant, who's a few weeks 
younger than his eldest boy 
Gary, 23. 









Why don’t the girls wake up? 

Men in the upoer age bracket 
make the best husbands. 

I can’t understand it at all — the 
“tut tuts,” the whispered remarks be¬ 
hind the hand, the trite old saving that 
he’s old enough to be her father or 
grandfather. 

• Doable their age 

YOUNG husbands? 

Tosh and piffle! 

British statistics show that young 
women, there are marrying men at 
least double their own ages. 

Nine women 20 to 34 married men 
90, 95, .100 and over. 

Last census statistics in Australia 
show a 25-year-old bride who married 
a man of 64, one of 20 who married 
a man 59, and umpteen others with 
20 to 30 years age difference. 

And take it from me, those gals 
shopping around in the 40 and 50- 
plus market are ON to something! 

Let’s consider the average Joe Bloe. 

He pops the question, mebbe, in his 
early 20s, pays off hospital bills for 
two or three kids until his early 30s, 
mortgages himself for a home and a 
car to his 40s or more. 

Then he’s had it. 

H E looks on his wife as a 
faded piece of furniture 
around the place, crawls 
into an easy chair with a pipe and 
slippers, and prepares to slide grace¬ 
fully through to the grave. 

But let’s take him to pieces as a 
man of distinction and a lover.' 

Ten to one, way into his 30s, he’s 
still playing with trains. He likes to 
sit on the floor with junior, tinker with 
wind-up locomotives, and glue to¬ 


gether plywood to make a model aero¬ 
plane. Now 1 ask you. 

Can you picture great lover Chaplin 
or great cellist Casals playing choo 
choos? 

A young husband is also a stumb¬ 
ling beginner when it comes to per¬ 
sonal relationships. 

He lacks the older man’s poise and 
know-how on handling a woman’s 
many (and often baffling) moods. 

Most men are only little boys at 
heart, and it takes them half a cen¬ 
tury to mellow into mature men. 

But take the OLDER husband. 

Chances are he is either a divorcee 
or a widower, which means he has a 
trail of experience, behind him when 
it comes to pleasing YOU. 

He will look on you as a treasured 
personal possession. 

Take a good long look at your hus¬ 
band tonight (that is, if you can tear 
him away from his paper and pipe). 

* To ywg at 60 

What will he look like when he’s 
50 or 60? Will he be flabby and pot¬ 
bellied, without hair? 

The young bride who picks an older 
husband, doesn’t have any hazy spots 
like this in the future for her. 

She KNOWS what he looks like at 
50 or 60 . . . the way he looked when 
he slipped the ring on her third fin¬ 
ger, left hand. 

So far as I’m concerned, * I’d give 
the go-by to such skittish youngsters 
as Gary Cooper (50), Clark Gable 
(56), or even Tommy Manville (63). 

They’ll still get down on their 
hands and knees and make mud 
pies. 






The man I have in mind is mature, 
charming, and world wise. 

What’s more, he has had five wives 
already, which puts him into the big- 
time class as a husband. 

He is single, eligible, and fairly 
well placed financially. But you must 
be prepared to go to Colombia to 
meet him. 

He is Javier Pereira, the world’s 
oldest man, and reported to be 167 

And if 167 years can’t teach a man 
how to make and keep a woman 
happy, we women might as well give 
up the chase. 




Earl Wilson, by his own 
3 admission loves to snap pho¬ 
tos of naked women, possi¬ 
bly accounting for his pres- 
. ence at that Colorado Con¬ 
nubial Consolidation. Wilson 
is the broadway columnist 
={ and he loves to receive as 
well as dispense publicity. 


zj tr And — that's not Earl! 



Fears and Impulses of an Obsessive Nature 

A long list of the obsessive fears has been compiled. The obsessive 
fears are called phobias and their nature is indicated by using the 
suffix phobia and as the prefix the identifying term. Because of the 
more or less general idea of the phobias, I am giving but a few of the 
more important phobias or obsessive fears. 

Agoraphobia is a fear of open spaces. 

Acrophobia is a fear of heights. 

Aichmophobia is a fear of sharp objects. 

Claustrophobia is a fear of closed spaces. 

Ereutophobia is a fear of blushing. 

Coprophobia is known as “church diarrhoea.” 

Monophobia is a fear of solitude. 

Mysophobia is a fear of dirt. 





































































★ Hollywood shies owoy from nudes with 
all the speed of o startled gazelle. But 
one girl appeared unclothed in thousands 
of pictures. Dee Milo ! 


















Sensation 



CHEESECAKE PHOTO 














by MAB OBERON 

Sex crazy, man hungry, dope-dizzy dames are on the loose! Out to satisfy 
the most basic, lustful and primitive of all urges, they will now scratch, bite, 
lie, cheat and claw to gain their dubious ends and to hell with the costs! 



It used to be that a “nice” girl calmly waited for a swain to come courting and 
should she be denied a suitor she became an old maid and took to teaching scool, 
handing out library cards or sedately clerking. 

Perhaps in defiance of this lot, revolting against cruel society, groups of to- 
days's girls go all out for love, tracking down the objects of their often dis¬ 
torted affections, demanding, commanding. They use sex as bait but, failing to 
get a nibble, these demoniac damsels will fight I 

“I was raped!” a west coast sailor told police, reporting to them mauled, bitten 
and beaten after he had picked up two girl-hitchhikers in his car. “They made 
me love them,” a business man told Detroit morals officers after he had, at 
their invitation, visited a pair of nymphomaniacs, “they held a gun at my head!” 

In the teen-age gangs that riotously rove the streets of our cities are many 
maurauding misses, tolerated by the boys because they carry the guns and knives, 
do the fighting, stalling, stealing. Their reward? More than casual kisses! 

These girls are vicious and -- gentle male reader -- should you become a 
victim of these malicious maids and should you be forced by strange and flaming 
passions to give in -- do so quickly because, you see, THESE GIRLS HAVE 
CLAWS! 

Another aspect of the tragic picture is the other side of the seamy story — 
girls who are not attracted to men — girls who are not girls but loathsome 
lesbians -- preying upon lonely, poor, uninitiated, inexperienced and uneducated 
lasses. They too travel in gangs, affect mannish haircuts and clothing. They will 
stop at nothing! 



Men -- beware of the female Lothario. Be satisfied with the lass that winks, 
displays a bit of ankle, holds you close as you dance. Forward women, brash 
teen-aged sirens and girls that travel in groups are often psychopaths, capable 
of any outrage. 

Girls -- beware the mannish woman who offers to help you find that job, lend 
you money, help with your rent -- never go home with this type -- they are the 
most dangerous of all the felines that claw because, quite likely, they are mad 
perverts I 












WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE? 
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By CHARLES ROBERTS ALDRICH 


We are today like stampeded cattle, 
rushing we know not whither in panic 
terror. We cannot endure our uncer¬ 
tainties; for, unlike soldiers, we are un¬ 
related to our fellows and to the world 
we live in; we are at one with nothing, 
not even with ourselves. Even in our 
best clothes we are no longer impres¬ 
sive: no mask we may put on gives us 
any courage. 

It was from the Sun, and the love and 
worship of the Sun, that the worship of 
Mithra came, the bravest, most shining 
religion the dark and timid world has 
ever known, the religion of the Roman 
Legions. The Legions are heroic dust. 
But the God is still in the sky, and once 
more the worshippers (unconscious 
worshippers, perhaps) dance naked 
before his altar. 

Now physicians will give you learned- 
sounding explanation of the effect of 
sunlight on the bare body, in terms of 
vitamins and ultra-violet. They are 
good fellows, these doctors, and I care 
nothing with what materialism they 
amuse themselves so long as they recog¬ 
nize as they do that the Sun does 
toughen your too-babyish hide and does 
away with the body’s prison pallor 
(which is the only thing that makes the 
body look shocking against nature's 


colors), that it does give strength to 
your bones, and calm and courage to 
your spirit. 

In other words, nudism, whether you 
know it or not, satisfies the unconscious 
because it is a form of primitive wor¬ 
ship. The cares, our artificial life, with 
its pretentious posing, its fears, the iso¬ 
lation of each in his shell, are cast aside. 
Nudism is an act of at-one-ment with 
our fellows and with nature. Naked— 
and naked only—we really know that 
others are our brothers and sisters, that 
friendly cousins, that Earth and Great 
Mother is truly our nourishing mother 
still. 

There is a beauty in very unencumbered 
human body, from the cradle to bent 
old age, as the old painters knew. The 
stupid conventional notion that only 
youth is beautiful, bom of darkness 
and secrecy, is obliterated by nakedness 
in sunshine. In a dazzling flash one 
suddenly knows the worth of every 
human being. It has never been from 
any land of snow and fog, but always 
from lands where nakedness went un¬ 
remarked and where the Lord Sun shone 
on all the birds and beasts bright and 
hot, that the great religious founders 
came. 

No Pagan Christ wore furs. 


















B everly Michaels' t'fy' 

motto is that it pays 
to be bad. For the 
blonde actress has made 
good in Hollywood by get* 
ting herself a criminal 
film record. Her career of 
wickedness and crime on 
the screen is paying hand¬ 
somely. 

Most glamour girls want 
to be cast in “ good ” roles 
—but Beverly insists on 
being wicked. She says 
such roles are a greater 
challenge to her acting 
abilities. 

And to 
seriously 
career 
roles in 
hand. 

A fairground part once 
sent her scurrying to a 
real fairground, where 
she took a job catching 
brass rings. 

When she was cast as a 


prove just how 
she takes her 
she lives her 
real life before* 


“ floozie ” she dressed herself 
in flamboyant, cheap clothes 
and got a job in a bar, where 
she used her charms to get 
the male customers to drink 
more. 

T O understand her role 
of a pick-up girl in an¬ 
other film, she walked 
the streets one evening to 
see how successful her 
character-acting was with 
male passers-by. 

A barmaid role once took 
her to a tavern, where she 
spent her evenings dishing 
out beer. A part as an alco¬ 
holic gave her a hangover 
because she purposely drank 
herself Into a stupor to get 
the feeling of 
being drunk. 
But Beverly, 
whose true character is no¬ 
thing like the roles she plays, 
thinks her work is fun—and 
worth every drunken, lying, 
cheating, wicked moment. 


TELLING 


TALES 








Pictures 

Of A 


Lifetime 










SOME 


C? 


GIRLS ARE 
BUILT LIKE 
THIS 



AND NOW THE FALSIE 
DETECTOR 



T HERE'S o new gadget that 
will "bust-up" any beauty 
who presents a faked figure 
in future. It's a falsie detector. 

In use at beauty contests, 
this unblushing electrical 
monster looks something like 
a weighing mochine. Each 
contestant for a beauty crown 
steps on to the platform, is 
then wrapped in a wire harness 
that records her measure¬ 
ments. 


If her bust measurements 
are not those nature gave her, 
a light on the machine flashes 
out the word: "False." If she 
hasn't padded her bust-line 
another light flashes: "True." 

The new invention is called 
an Electro-Pectoralscope. It 
was first used at Miami Beach, 
Florida. 
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1,200 “KISSES” 
AN HOUR 


F ashion v ble 

Frenchwomen 
used to make up 
their veins with 
blue paint to en¬ 
hance the trans¬ 
parency and white¬ 
ness of their skins. 




A N ironmonger in San 
Mateo, California. 
U.S.A.. designed a hat 
using a piece of a basket, 
a sink stopper, a lamp¬ 
shade, a door-handle 
and three brushes. 

When he displayed it 
in his window women 
flocked to buy it. 


A MACHINE that 
“ kisses ” 1,290 

times an hour is used 
by a Hollywood film 
company to test the 
quality of lipsticks. 


rp 11 E lost property 
office of United 
Nations In New York 
has crates of ear¬ 
rings. Women 
take them off 
when making 
telephone c a 11 s 
and leave them in 
the kiosks 





r PHE first pancake 
make-up was used in 
Ancient Rome to hide 
blotchy complexions. It 
was made from bean flour 
and powdered narcissus 
bulbs mixed into a paste 
with honey and the 
whites of eggs. 


MPRESS 


ELIZA 

_ __ RUSSIA 

so admired pink tha^she 
decreed that 
any other 
woman wearing 
a garment of 
this colour, 
visibly or con¬ 
cealed. would be 
put to death 

















THE UNDRAPED PARADE 

OF 

COMELY, CURVACEOUS, 
CAPTIVATING CUTIES 












London 

POLYGAMY 

T HERE is a lot of talk about polygamy 
in London these days. It followed the 
arrival of Mr. Mohammed Ali, the ex- 
Prime Minister of Pakistan, with Aliya 
Saadi, his second living wife. 

That there should be a good deal of 
talk was inevitable and not surprising. 
What is surprising, in a Christian country, 
is that some women have come out strong¬ 
ly, in print, in favour of polygamy. They 
are English and non-Muslims. 

The point of their argument is that 
polygamy would be much more dignified 
than divorce. This is what Lady Victor 
Paget thinks, but she adds that two wives 
is a dangerous number; twenty, she opines, 
would be better . Then there couldn’t be 
so much jealousy. Oh, couldn’t there? 

“With polygamy,” argues Lady Victor, 
“a man wouldn’t be able to get rid of his 
wife and family. She could still keep her 
title.” But the bold Lady Victor is in a 
minority. The majority view is that of Dr. 
Edith Summerskill, the Socialist M.P. 
who was formerly Minister of National In¬ 
surance and who once wrote a book called 
Rabies Without Tears . She carried the 
anti-polygamy campaign into the enemy 
country by telling an audience of Arab 
students in London to stop it. “Your mar¬ 
riage laws degrade women and men equal¬ 
ly,” she said. “Your enemies are prejudice 
and custom.” 

One important point seems, curiously, 
to have been ignored by the contending 
factions, namely, what man could possibly 
afford to support two wives in this country 
today? It is true that I know of one man 
whose only purpose in rising early in the 
morning is to gei his wife off to work. But 
his case is exceptional, and it is highly un¬ 
likely that the second wife would, in those 
circumstances, agree to stay at home to 
do all the mending, cooking and cleaning. 

Well, despite all the chatter I hardly 
think it likely that we shall have poly¬ 
gamy here or polyandry either—another 
branch of the argument. 



E veryone knows 
Sabrina’s gimmick, 
just as they knew 
some years ago that Lana 
Turner was the sweater 
girl, Ann Sheridan the 
oomph girl, and so on. 

Whatever the gimmick, 
it’s almost bound to be a 
variation on sex appeal. 

But—if you’re the type 
who is dedicated to her 
art, who is convinced that 
ability will triumph in the 
end ... if you shun as 
superficial the trappings 
that some unknowns use 
to project themselves to 
stardom. . . . 

Well you’re most likely 
to be the gal who sits alone 
at the bar, counting the 
stuffed olives to make time 
pass while waiting for 
opportunity to knock . . . 
while the gimmick girl 
sweeps by in mink. 
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What can we 
do about 
women? 


ONE OF the 
things — one of 
the MANY 
things — I don’t 
understand about women, is 
the violence accompanying 
the recoil of their Maternal 
Instinct. 

I mean this kind of thing: 

Woman, after having shouted at 
least five times to her adventurous 
child, “Get down off there 
you’ll fall and hurt yourself,” looks 
up in alarm — eyes dilated and 
nostrils flared, jungle-style — as 
child’s shrill cry is followed by 
crunch of falling body. 

Woman leaps to rescue, teeth 
bared and claws extended ready to 
rend the nearest available enemy — 
every primitive instinct alive and 
quivering to her offspring’s peril. 

Whips child up and runs search¬ 
ing hands and eyes over it in expert 
assessment. Swiftly and accurately 
takes in situation and finds child 
uninjured. 

“Now,” says woman, “didn’t 1 tell 
you NOT to climb on there?” 

Goes ahead to belt child madly as 
a thanksgiving for its safety! 

Later tells child that if she sees it 
“climbing on there again” she’ll (a) 
kill it, (b) knock its head off, (c) 
break its neck, or (d) throttle it. 

I tell you, mate, they're savage. 

Or had you noticed? 

Let me instance last Tuesday 
evening when I called to see my pal 
Freddie Perkins and found his wife 
alone in the kitchen making a cup 
of tea. 

Freddie had gone to the country 
for his firm, she said, but would be 
home at seven o’clock. 

“It’s seven o’clock now,” I pointed 
out. 

“QA, well/* she said, “a few min¬ 
utes is neither here nor there. ” 
















I had a cup of tea, and watched 
anxiety move-in on her. 

At 7.30 she said: “I wish he’d 
come. He shouldn’t be as late as 
this.” 


At 7.45 she said: "Something's 
happened! He's had an accident!” 

By 8 o’clock my wife .was there, 
and Mrs. Jones was there, and they 
were baling Mrs. Perkins full of 
black coffee and telling her not to 
worry. 

"Why ail the fuss'” I asked. 
‘Freddie’s a lousy driver, certainly, 
but after all — Although, I don’t 
know, those brakes of his mightn’t 
be too good on a dangerous road 
like —” 

"SHUT UP!” the three of them 
roared, in a faultless unison reminis¬ 
cent of the Andrew Sisters at their 
best. 

"Go and ring somebody,” Mrs. 
Perkins quavered. "Get on the 
phone and see what you can find 
out!” 



I shrugged, walked inside to the 
telephone and studied the book. 
Out in the kitchen I could hear Mrs. 
Perkins wailing about Freddie’s in¬ 
surance and wondering who would 
look after the children while she 
went and slaved for them in a 
factory. 

I wandered back to the kitchen. 
They all looked at me expectantly. 

“How do you spell * morgue'? 99 1 
asked. 

"I KNEW IT!” Mrs. Perkins 
cried. "I KNEW POOR FREDDIE 
WAS GONE!” 

"Gone where?” said Freddie’s 
voice. 

He was standing in the kitchen 
doorway with a brown paper parcel 
cradled in one arm and a silly g^in 
on his face. 

Mrs. Perkins came out of her 
Tragic Widow role like a snake 
shedding last year’s skin. "WHERE 
HAVE YOU BEEN, YOU 
DRUNKEN BEAST?” she roared. 

When we sneaked out, Freddie 
was standing in the centre of the 
kitchen floor bleating, "But dari..!” 
while his wife was scrabbling at the 
contents of a cupboard looking for 
something lethal enough to hit him 
with. 

Something will have to be done 
about women. 


It takes all kind of people to make 
a world. Especially so in the windy 
city. One night a quiet looking man 
was walking down Rush Street when 
he spied a very pretty young girl. 
Without saying a word he scooped 
her skirt up over her face and 
kissed her--right on the navel. 

The girl started to yell bloody 
murder which obviously perplexed 
the man who tapped her on the 
shoulder and said, “What’s the 
matter, girlie. You a religious 
fanatic or something.’’ 





FOCUS 


WANTED: 
‘GIRLIE’ PIXI 



A staff meeting, to consider this 
that and the other thing, brought out 
some remarkable ideas, contribut¬ 
ed by the brains of this magazine. 

On our copy-desk was spread 
over 100 photographs of the dazzl¬ 
ing dolls shown in this issue and J. 
Farthington Friddle, writer, re¬ 
marked: “You know, boys, we are 
making every one of these lovelies 
happy and the publicity they are re¬ 
ceiving will do them monetary 
good. It just gives me a grand 
feeling!” 

“Yes,” Retlaw Elah assented, 

“too bad we can’t make more girls 
happy than we do.” 

“But—we can!” Friddle ex¬ 
claimed, carving his initials into 
the ceiling with his molars. “We’ll 
have a contest!” 

“A capital idea,” Elah cried, 
inching his fore-finger toward 
Friddle’s left poke pocket, “what is 
your plan?” 

‘ ‘ We’ll invite our readers to sub¬ 
mit photos of their girl friends, 
sweethearts, wives or somebody 
elses’ girl friend, sweetheart or 
wife for our WOLF BAIT color 
picture section. Of course, we'll 
pay our regular rates for photos 
accepted, but the real kick will be 
getting the girl a chance at fame 
and recognition for the photograph¬ 
er himself!” 

“Right--we’ll do it but, of 
course, we can’t be responsible for 
the pictures we don’t use and can’t 
possibly enter into any corres¬ 
pondence about them,” Elah stated, 
neatly snaring Friddle’s wallet. 

SEND PHOTOS TO: Zee Zee 

116 St Mai 
New York, *. 




LOUISE 
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PLEASE SEND ME JUST 25* FOR 

MY ILLUSTRATED LITTLE BOOK: 

"HOW TO DO IT YOURSELF!” 

IT’S BOTH A LAUGH AND A 

THRILL AND YOU WON’T BE SAD. 
ADDRESS: MARA 


210 5 Ave., Suite 1102, 
NEW YORK 10, N. Y. 


Ji 


LLE. ZEE ZEE 


PREMIER PARISIAN 
DANSEVSE 



A NEW AND PROVOCATIVE 
SET OF SEXY POSES 
TERRIFIC fV 
PICTURES « 

Glossy Prints 



FOR JUST $1 ^ pTo 

SENT IN A PLAIN ENVELOPE 

Zee Zee Mar tine, 

116 St. Marks Place, 

Apt. No. 5, 

New York, N.Y. 


















** I'ye always heard that worse 
things happen of sea—they're a 
long time starting to happen ! " 


” Something must be wrong with 
me today—I wanna paint ! " 


Eleonora Rossi Drago stands 
apart and really needs no introduc¬ 
tion. An actress of international re¬ 
pute, she has already got where the 
others are aiming. 

And the last of our typically Italian 




















Believe it or not, 
she calls herself 




Julie Gibson 









HOW ABOUT A FIRESIDE CHAT?" 




Don t be Confused / Only 


MOVIE 


Offers, 



I fjff 

| V/guiLO ADVANTAGES! 

^"V^de* you want 
to kW them! 

*?r/Ex^anS« T oW msF "°" 

new, for “pennies. 

. i nwpst Prices of * n T 
* dlb* Save 50% and more- 

enjoyth^besU -■ 


What Members Say 

'. . . done business with you 4 years— only 
club that satisfied me on films and service. 
rhanhs! ” J.W., Calif. 

. . girls are beautiful . . surprised you had what 
I wanted. Not easy to get. Keep 'em coming.” 

D.H.. Minn. 

". . . your service was prompt, the films fine. 
Expect to give you all my film business. No more 
fly-by-nights' for me." p M N y 


^MOVIES 

hue VIEWER- 
PROJECTOR 

To New Members! 


, W? 0ney k Learn ,he ,ac,s! Receive, abso- 
lutely FREE, a big assortment of our finest most 

viewi'ne instrument' 'tk* 0R f 8 mm - Precision- 
n 5j. ns • ment J. Then each month, enjoy the 
do^riJh? am ' C ’ . act,on *P a cKed films produced—so 
downright superior we ship only On Approval Keen 
them 1 ° days-show them to yourf Ss-oa? 
only if you think them worthy of your private col* 
(“Collectors Special?" aVailable to the 
most demanding.) All Guild films feature Holiv 

le^ Wh , v° S Lk M I! ti, “ 1, b0 “ n,i,ul re)°deis and star- 
SSkJSX, " s8 J . d J s ?PR? ln, _ m . en . ts? Deal with the 



LIMITE 

O-TIME FREE GIFT OFFER! 

□S! 

.IP & 

MAIL NOW - TODA 




Movie Club Guild, 

1031 Magnolia Park Sta, Burbank 

Please rush FREE GIFTS & Membership details, 
without obligation. 

□ l have no projector. □ | have 8 mm. projector. 

□ I have 16 mm. projector. 

□ Send listing of Family and Kiddie Films. 

Name .. 

Address . 

City. Zone. State. 

Do not order adott films onless 21 or over. 



































Like to 
s THE B 

GIVE ME 
USINESS? 


)u would . . . ’cause 
?al friends and 1 know 
st what you need, and 
aim to please! We re 


Let us I 
send you I 
- ourconfi-l 
ldential bulletin 1 
1 that shows all I 
lof us, and ex- 1 
Iplains about our l 
■really intimate I 
■photos andl 
■films. (Pleasel 
■ enclose 25< to I 
■help pay tor this 1 
lad 7 ) Thanks.1 


all art models 
who will enjoy 
k posing for 
your special 
pics and mov¬ 
ies. If you’re 
tired of deal- 
i n g with 
“phonies”, then why not get to 
know a group of gals who get 
a bang out of exchanging ideas 
(and letters)? 

Kristine, Dept. Ur 

Box 585, Los Angeles 42, Calif. 



EVE MILLER, Box 2162 

Von Nuys II Coiifotn»q 


wihj win ci'juy miKini yuu ... rr / . 

I’m shooting-to-order'HPics ft films) 
for a tew fellows now. and it you 
go tor the unusual, try me and see! 
My customers are friends too. and 
we nave tun exchanging letters and 
ideas. Write me now and i’ll write 
you back . with a big sample set 
of me (unretouched, of 
Better send il.00 tho if yc 
want me to go broke (This little 
costs money.) Hurry, please? 

Your new friend. 


FIRST LOCAL OFFERING t Uu • 

exclusive movies ; 

.T/nl ■ f I I I \ I i * I 1 ' V 



, Unretouched 'European” style art movies of 

bcuncmg. bounteous beauties n daring spicy 
'■-uaficns T hrough special arrangement we 
a r e able :: -upD'V a limited number of reels 
Min ACTUA “ ng FLESH T Nf 

L lillLi . arti,- j..ve 


COLOR B l W i 

50’ — 8mm $ 8.00 50* — 8mm $3.00 

200’ — 8mm $25.00 200’ — 8mm features — $15.00 

_ 16mm —Double 8mm Price _ 

COLOR SLI0ES, same type as the movies. 

2x2...$3.00 per set 3-0 Stereo.$5.00 per set 


25c f»r sample mevie strip and list. 


This offer may be withdrawn at any time — don’t bo¬ 

ttle one to miss out! 24b5 

OVERSEAS IMPORTS. Par k. Cal 


































PATTI PAGET 




Special Limited 
Offer! 


And what a film! You'll run it 
over and over again — thrill to the unin¬ 
hibited performances of Hollywood’s most 
determined young models! We offer this 
terrific film at less than our cost to prove 
— beyond doubt — that our films are the 
most different and dynamic adult films 
available! Order now. If you don't, Agree 
it's the most sizzling film you’ve seen, 
send it back for refund. Specify 8 or 
16mm. and enclose SI (no C.O.D. please) 
■» But hurry—supply is limited 


Tha FILMfTERf I 

•ex 1093, lurbank , Calif. 


ACTION MOVIES 

FOR ADULTS 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
(□ ONE FULL REEL-8mm $ 1.00 9 

□ 16mm $2.00 (Refundable) 

□ ART COLOR SLIDES □ ART COLOR PHOTOS 

SAMPLE SET - $1.00 

BEAUTIFORM Dept. FI 
Box 34744. Palms Station, Los Angeles 34, Calif. 


FIGURE MODEL SPECIAL 
100 COLOR SHOTS . . $3.00 

Exciting young figure models reveal 
every tantalizing curve of their 
seductive charms in daring, full¬ 
blown life color. The most fantastic 
bargain ever made. You get 100 un¬ 
believable full color shots of bold, 
thrilling, sexational lovelies plus 
an incredible optical lens viewer- 
projector that brings every voluptu¬ 
ous detail up to life size. You must 
be satisfied or your money back. 
Rush $3 cash, check or M.O. to: 

Enterprises, Lock Box 228, 
Dept. F-3, Culver City, California 
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5tHEH* ,C 

arcade 

movies 

,No. Oralnwv^j 




JP “.. . don’t If 

# see how you w 

# / offer these great m 

# novies for so little, m 

m Am looking forward m 

f to next shipment.” m, 

J.F.M., Pa. m 

w “■. . much better than El 
/ some of the ‘art stuff I’ve i| 
Wf seen. You didn’t misrepresent 1 
W anything." J.M.K., N.J. 

f "... belonged to 3 other clubs. 
Your films are tops. M R., Calif., 

from actual letters an file in our office 


(On ''On Approval 
Basis) 


The 

PERSONAL 
FILM CLUB’S 


*SAY 

SATISFIED 


ADULT 

FILM 

FANS! 




SIND FOR 
"PFC 

PREVIEWS!” 


PK 


, detailed 


HOW 


Here’s one film club that beats all others six ways from Saturday! 
We know what you want — we’ve got it! Bountiful, beautiful girls 
in bold burlesque and boudoir action . . . aimusing mat matches 
.. . provocative double-length “Featurettes”. PFC films feature all 
the big names, also Hollywood’s newest, freshest models! Try our 
startlingly different movies, enjoy our amazingly low prices and 
prompt, personal service! Send today sure for PFC Previews or 
Free “39’er” Portfolio! 

PFC OFFERS EXCLUSIVE FILMS ON THESE TOP PERFORMERS: 

* CANDY BARR ★ CHERRY KNIGHT ★ VIRGINIA BELL 

★ GEORGIA HOLDEN * ARLINE HUNTER * VICKI PALMER and Many Others! 

Personal Film Club, Dept. 31-2 
P.O. Box 4156, Panorama City, Calif. 

□ Rush Free PFC "Talent Portfolio” plus free gift 
and membership details. 

□ Rush 8mm "Previews.” I Enclose $1.00 

□ Rush 16mm "Previews.” I Enclose $2.00 

□ Send listing of Family and Kiddie Films. 


Name_ 

Address- 


Do not send coupon unless 21 or over. 


-Zone_State- 
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Life’s a Laugh 

A famous pediatrician was asked by a mother what was the 
best time to put her children to bed. “ While you still have the 
strength!” was the answer. 

“ American Weekly.” 

In Taoyuan, Formosa , when Yang Shih-mingfs bride failed to 
appear for her wedding, Yang turned to Bridesmaid Chiang 
Ming-yeh, asked her if she would like to be his wife, married her 
instead. 

“ Time.” 

The rotund lady stepped nervously on the scales. After a mo¬ 
ment of tactful consideration, the doctor cleared his throat and 
spoke. “Mrs. Johnson” he said, “according to my chart you 
should be six feet, ten and a half inches tall.” 

“ Coronet.” 

Sign in a California church: “ Come in and get your faith 
lifted.” 


“ Daily Express. 





STRAIGHT PROM THI 
ORIGINALS 
THOSE SHOCKING 

ITIJMATf 



STAG 


A fantastic opportunity 
to obtain a daring, pri- 
vitdy printed edition 
featuring those rare 
stag story favorites you 
used to pass along on 
typewritten pages. 
Some you'll remember, 
many you've never 
seen. 


inal form. Every detail 
intact, every d es cr ip 
tion vivid. They'll leave 
you breathless! 

HE MIDGET AND THE 
DUCHESS • THE YOUNG 
LADY AND HR DOG • I 
WAS CAPTIVE TO SIX 
WOMB! • DAY M UFE 
OF A TRAVELING SALES¬ 
MAN • SHE STOOPS TO 
CONCUR, 
ers, eaT 
than the next. Gaaranieed I 


Sent in Plain 
Wrapper. Rvsh 
cash, check ar 


COD's I 


PRIVATE EDITIONS 


Mailing- 

BOX 46S56, DRTSM-I 
LOS ANGELES 4*, CAUMknOk 




























UNCENSORED 

Never a gal 
like her in 
a film like 
this torrid 
production. 
Her body is 
sensational. 
She’ll make 
you shudder 
with pleas¬ 
ure. She'll 
delight you. 


the greatest 

BURLESQUE 

MOVIE EVER (MM! 

You won’t believe your eyes 
when you see it. You’ll not part 
with it for any price. The film of 
the century can now be yours! 


GUARANTEED 

Yourmoneyback 
at once if it’s 
not better than 
any you’ve seen 


8mm Movie (50 feet).. $3.00 
16mm Movie (100 feet) $6.00 

8 4x5 Photos.$2.00 

5 2x2 Color Slides $2.00 
Melton 8mm Movie Viewer $4.95 


Send cash, check or money order.No C.O.D.’s 

TIGER PRODUCTION LAB 


BOX 46993 HOLLYWOOD 46, CALIF., 
DEPT R_5 



In winding up this verbiage for 
now, we do so in the fond hope that 
you will tune in for our next, which 
we will now brag and state, without 
equivocation, will be the absolute 
epitome of this sort of thing, 
smashing, you know? In closing, 
we’d like to leave you with glass 
aloft and this old toast to keep you 
going: 

HERE’S HOPING YOU LIVE AS 
LONG AS YOU WANT TO AND 
WANT TO AS LONG AS YOU LIVE! 






100 ft. 8mm Movies I 
$3.00 EACH 

4 for only $10.00 

□ 52 IRISH McCALLAH, Bikinis 

□ 55 DAWN ONEY, Gorgeous Blonde 

□ 70 CLEOPATRA, a star film 

□ 85 MISS UNIVERSE Beauty Parade 

□ 93 SUE SOREEL. Exotic Poses 

□ 95 HOW TO CATCH A "FISH” 

□ 100 JOYCE NIVEN. Lingerie 

□ 109 DOUBLE SWITCH, Burlesque Routine 

□ 110 ILLONA at the Zomba 

□ 115 CANDY BARR, The Greatest 

□ 120 SCREEN TEST, Sheree North 

□ 139 LOLITA de CARLO Poses 

□ 142 MAN TROUBLE, Girls Frolicing 

□ 153 MEERS & LA RAINE, Mambo 

□ 167 GIRL IN THE GILDED CAGE 

□ 176 SLEEPY TIME GAL, Dixie Evans 

□ 184 HOW TO USE A SUNLAMP 

□ 188 Betty Howard, "BIG BLUE EYES" 

□ 192 IRIS BRISTOL, Double Feature 

□ 194 EVE MEYER, Fabulous Body 

□ 199 CORINNE, Parisian Chorine 

200 ft. 8mm Movies | 
$6.00 EACH 

4 for only $20.00 

□ 31 PIE ALA MODE, Cast of 6 

□ 99 ITALIAN BEAUTY QUEENS 


50 ft. MOVIES 

ONLY $ 1.50 EACH 

4 FOR ONLV $5.00 POSTPAID 


Why pay $2.00 or more for 50-ft. 8mm movies when 
you can get the very best for only $1.50 


n 2 PIN UP POSES of Marilyn □ 

□ 29 ROBIN JEWEL Exotic, Outdoors □ 

□ 38 Screen Test of PATTI POWERS n 

□ 39 ICELAND BLUES on Skates 

□ 42 MITZI, dark eyed Cherie 

□ 43 EXOTIC BONGO DANCE, Doeree 

□ 48 KATHY MARLOWE shops in Bikinis Li 

□ 51 MAN TRAP, Bedroom Comedy 

U 53 KATHY MARLOWE models Bikinis “ 

□ 56 BEAUTY CONTESTANTS in Review 5 

□ 59 PATTI POWERS On The Set 

□ 73 AIRPLANE MECHANIC, satire D 

□ 75 HOW TO TAKE A SUNBATH 

□ 78 ICE FROLIC, Skating 

□ 80 BUNNY SPENCER, Blonde Siren H 

□ 84 TANYA Models Lingerie 

□ 90 BARBARA NICHOLS dances Mambo H 

□ 94 TASSELL HASSEL, 5 Star Film 

□ 96 Poses by JOAN ARNOLD 

□ 124 CHOENDELLE, At The Zomba □ 

□ 125 TEXAS ‘ Lil Dartin’ " 


126 THAT GAL FROM DALLAS 
128 JOAN ARNOLD, Pin-Ups 
144 LOLITA de CARLO, Montreal's best 
146 GOLDIE GIBSON, Star of 150 & 151 
148 WRESTLING, Terry vs. Shirley 

150 GOLDIE in "Pitch & Putt” 

151 GOLDIE’S, A Few Changes 

152 ARLEEN HUNTER, Starlet 
155 GOLDIE GIBSON. Screen Test 
160 GOLDIE THE GARDNER 

164 HOW TO PLAY GOLF 
175 DOUBLE EXPOSURE 
177 NEGLIGEE DANCE, Dixie Evans 
181 SANDRA EDWARDS SCREEN TEST 
183 ILLONA, Rainbow Fantasy 
186 SANDRA, Lingerie Model 

190 IRIS BRISTOL, Hula 

191 IRIS BRISTOL, Where's My Hat? 
235 SHIRLEY vs. DEANNA, wrestling 
238 ADELE Beauty Queen 


YOU DON'T NEED 
A PROJECTOR 

You don't need an ex¬ 
pensive projector to view 
50 ft 8mm movies. Order 
the new 8mm Movie View¬ 
er and see sparkling life- 
life 50 ft. films in fast or 
slow motion. 

$595 POSTPAID 



INTERNATIONAL CLUB, Dept. 163 

125 East 46th St. , 

New York 17, N. Y. 

□ Enclosed find S . Please rush the’ "ADULT - ' Movies checked. 

I I Also send me two of your newest and best 50-ft. movies C.O.D. every 
two months at only $1.50 each . . . BUT 10 DAYS BEFORE MAKING 
SHIPMENT, advise me of the titles. 

Name _ 

Address _ 

City - Zone- _ State _ _ 
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EVELYN WEST 


PIN-UP PHOTOS! 

■MLLE. ZEE ZEEl 









Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 
YOOthO Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 

QrchiVS http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 

or at www.yootha.com 


